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A flender Poet muſt have Time to grow, 

And fpread and burniſh as his Brethren do; 

- Who ſtill looks lean, ſure with ill Stars is curſt, 
But'no Man can be FaLorarr-fat at firſt. 
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Euch to thy ſoft retreat! domeſtic love 


Lead on thy ſmiling hours | the hand of 

peace 
Thine eyelids nightly cloſe ; the voice of joy | 
Thy morning ſlumbers break; nor ever change 
Unleſs to ſweet variety of bliſs! 


Thus prays the grateful Bard, whoſe infant 
Mute, 


Liſping of old her rude untutor'd 8 
You deign'd to hear; nor e er with critic frown, 


Or ſneer contemptuous, check'd her wand'ring 
wing : 
But ſtill, with candid ſmile and partial praiſe, 
Strengthen'd for bolder flights her growing 
plume. 
A2 Oh ! 
\ 


\ 
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DEDICATION, 


ob! frown not now, if with 8 
: hand, 


Around thy honour'd brow he dares to twins 
This humble ivy wreath !. propitious Thou 
The gift receive! elſe let its verdure fade, 
Let chill oblivion's froſt its life deftroy, ' 
And give its ſcatter'd foliage to the wind. 


3232 now, fond Muſe, farewell — 
henceforth | 


No more I ſweep the lyric chord; I breathe 


The am 'rous reed no more. Me frowning Mars 
Invites, and with protended ſpear points out 

A rougher path to fame: the dreadful call 
Pleas'd I obey; and at his awful ſhrine 

Hang up my peaceful weeds and ſportive lyre, 
And bind my auſtere brow with glitt'ring ſteel, 
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Beardleſs bard," Uknown to fame, 
Your candid ſmile preſumes to claim. 
Ye Critics, curb your awful rage, 
And ſpare, oh! ſpare his tender age! 
With mildeſt ſcrutiny peruſe, 
And ſtretch your candor to excuſe. 

If want of judgment, ſtrength, or ſkill, 
My Muſe betrays, (as oft the will), 
Yet do not damp her rifing fire 
Nor ſternly check the great deſire 


THE AUTHOR, G. 


Pardon alone, not praiſe, I claim. 

Ta pleaſe unſeen, unknown, thus high | 
My moſt ambitious ꝓrejects fly; 
Seck not to know your Poet's name, 
He Fears difgrace, nat covets fames -— - 
The ſultry trav ler joys to find 
Refreſhment from the balmy wind; 

Enjoys the breeze, nor-cares, nor knows, 

Whether from South of Wet, it blows, 
As yet a tender ſprig I ſtand, 

Juſt planted in Parnaſſian land; 

Beneath the venerable ſhade 

Of ancient Bards I hide my head; 

And thrive upon the balmy dews 

Which their luxuriant leaves diffuſe. 

Let no rude wit, with envions ſcoff, 

Pluck theſe my youthful honours off; \ 

How know'ſt thou but this infant ſhoot, 

In time, may yield thee noble fruit? 
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On my being ſaved from Correction at School *, 
by the Arrival of the News of the Battle of 
Minden.—Humbly and gratefully inſcribed to 
Prince Ferdinand of Brunſwick. 4 


= 1 —_— 9 — A. * 


„ This being the author's earlieſt production, it is given without 
any alteration, as his age is eſteemed a ſufficient apology for its 
many faults. | 


th. tit. tt. * — nt. tt. —_—_ 


n. . Amore. 
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READ was the day when, plac'd in aw- 
ful ſtate, 
High on his chair great Pædagogus 
+ ſate : | 
That dreaded robe was o'er his ſhoulders thrown, 
+ Known by the title of the flogging Gown ; 


For ſure as by the Warrior's ſcarlet veſt 
His bloody trade and office is expreſs'd, 


Etat. 11. 


+ The Schoolmaſter, who is called, throughout this piece, Ty- 
rant, Pedant, &c. is termed ſo only to ſupport the burleſque air 
and humour of the poem; he being in reality a Gentleman no leſs 
amiable for his indulgent diſpoſition to his ſcholars, than eminent 
for the depth and accuracy of his claſſical learning. 

” 


So ſurely was the Pedant's humour known 

By the ſhort tunic, or the trailing gown; 

And well each pupil's countenance might tell ye 

His tega pacis from his ſagum Belli. 

In ſilent fear his flock ſat quaking by, 

And read fierce anger in his rolling eye. 

Awful the ſage his learned peruke ſhook, 

* Trembled the ſchool throughout—when thus he 
ſpoke, | | 

And in more dreadful words his dreadful filence 
broke : | 


! 
L“ approach: Have I then heard aright 

« That thou, enſlav'd by luſcious appetite, 

«© This morn, audacious truant, didſt elope, 
Led by the fumes of goody Jordan's ſhop ; 
And there with lawleſs lux ry didſt abuſe 

«© The hours devoted to great Homer's muſe ?” 


Trembling the direful charge, be ſure, I heard, 
And ſunk with horror at each thund'ring word; 
The pouting lip was now my whole defence, 
Join'd with the trickling tear's mute eloquence : 
But pouting lip, and trickling tear was vain, - 
Weak arts a Pedant's vengeance to reſtrain ! 


* Terrificam capitis concuſſit terq; quaterq; 
Cæſariem cum qua terras, mare, fidera movit. 
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Angry he roſe to paſs the culprit's doom, 
And thus the ſentence thunder d thro? the room: 


Since thou haſt dar'd, rebellious, to defy 

* My laws, my vengeance, hear thy deſtiny : 

*© Here on the greeneſt birch twig ſhalt thou pour, 
J“ appeaſe my wrath, a flood of ſtreaming gore. 
Ps attend: Lend thy aſſiſting hand 

To pay ſtern juſtice all ſhe can demand; 

«© To ſtrip the wretched convict be thy care, 
And on thy back aloft the victim bear.” 


Obedient to the word, ſee P go, 

And wretched me, with trembling ſteps and flow 
FolP wing his feet—behind the vengeful foe, 
Who with rough hand corrects my ſad delay, 
Seizes my arm, and rudely hales away. 


How ſhall I paint aright my gloomy fears, 
When to my ſight the houſe of woe appears, 
Yclep'd the buttery hatch—a cell as drear 
As that where Spencer lodg'd the fiend deſpair ; 
Cold, gloomy, dull: Along the duſky walls, 
Mid pendent cobwebs the black ſpider crawls z 
One lattice glimmers in the diſmal cell, 
Which cauſes, like the flames in Milton's hell, 
+ No light, but rather darkneſs viſible.” 
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No fruitful rain deſcend, or kindly dew: 


[4] 

In this ſad hole, or fame from truth has err'd, 
Pale forms full oft are ſeen, and groans are heard, 
With ſobs and yelling ſnrieks; and all around 
Dire inſtruments of pain beſtrew the ground, 
Full in the midſt, obſcur'd with clouds of duſt, 
The mighty Homer ſtands —a noſeleſs buſt ; 
Bedeck'd with flowing beard and laure] crown, 
Methought his injur'd aſpect ſeem'd to frown, | 
And ſternly caſt a look of vengeance down, 


Thus while my mind revoly'd with perturbation 


The horrors of th* enfuing flagellation, 


The angry Pedant in a corner ſtood, 


Intent on vengeance and athirſt for blood. 
Frowning he tumbled and retumbled oer 
Of pliant birch a well ſelected ſtore ; 

A ſupple twig he ſought, of greeneſt wood, 
To draw with niceſt jerk the ſpouting blood : 
One that with ſubtleſt twine might fold around 
The tender limb, and fix the deepeſt wound, 


O Birch] thou noiſome peft ! curſt be the hand, 
Which firft thy vile roots planted—on the land 
Where firſt thy ſprouting ſhoots malignant grew, 


Lex 


| 1 ; 
Let ſcorching ſands its barren waſte O erſpread, 
For the green paſture, and the flow'ry mead. 
For thee—diſpers'd kt all thy foliage fly, 
The ſport of winds—thy wither'd branches die: 
Let blights and mildews nip each infant bud, 


Let thunder cleave thy trunk, and fire conſume thy 


wood, 
Now had the fage his long · ſought weapon found, 
Loaded with op'ning buds, neat, lender, round. 
Fall oft he ply'd it with exacteſt care, 
And try'd its virtues on the yielding air: 
Whizz'd the dire inſtrumehg of heNiſh ſmart, 
With noiſe more dreadful than the Pelian dart. 
Thus, having prov'd its ſtrength, and pois'd its weight, 
Be this, he cries, the inſtrument of fate, 


Now then behold me ſtripp'd, and rais'd on high, 
Aloft in air my legs like pendants fly : 

A while the Pedant ſtands my ſtate to view, 

Then lifts his hand and cries, let juſtice take her due. 


Good Heay'n! what ſobs, what cries, what tears I 
pour'd 3 | | 

Which of the Gods that hour was unimplor'd ? 

Phoebus and Jove heard not, or would not hear, 

But gentle Hermes lent a pitying ear. 


Swift 
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Swift to the cell diſguis d like Joe, he came, 
His form, his geſture, and his voice the ſame: 
Joſeph, the youth in office for the year, 
To ſweep the ſtables, or to tap the beer. 


With wrath the Pedant ey'd th' intruding page, 
He check'd the lifted twig, and baul'd in rage, 
Varlet begone ! audacious wretch retire, 

Theſe acts a ſolemn privacy require. | 

I meant no haurm, quoth Jo, my meſſage this is, 
Prince Fardinand has cut the French to pieces, 


Thus Hermes ſpoke, and with a ſmile withdrew ; 

But fled to me alone confeſs'd in view: 

To others he appear'd like fimple Joe, 

But truſt the muſe, for ſure the muſe muſt know, 

She ſaw him cloath'd in clouds, and wing'd at top | 
and toe. 


Now patriot joy exalts the Pedant's ſoul, 
And to his op'ning heart compaſſion ſtole. 
Relenting now he caſts his arms away, 

And go, he ſaid, at will indulge thy play: 
Let not a countenance be ſad or ſour 

To blot the triumphs of fo bleſt an hour. 


Thus when good David, as old hiſt'ry ſhows, 


Return'd triumphant o'er his inbred foes, 
| His 


1 
His zealous ſoldiers the vile caitiff bring | 
Who mock'd at royal woe, and curs'd his king. 18 
While Joab rears on high his thirſty ſword, * 
And waits the deathful mandate of his Lord. 
No, let him live, he cries, I pardon all; 

No Iſraelite this day by David's ſword ſhall fall. 


What then am I for whom whole nations fell, 

And halt of Gallia ſought the ſhades of hell ? 

For whom ſuch priaces fought, ſuch gen'rals fled, 

For whom whole regions groan with heaps of dead, | 
For me the Britiſh ſoldiers conqu'ring ſtood, }, | 
And bath'd their blades hilt-high in hoſtile blood; 

And thouſand cuts afflicted Gallia 'bore 

To ſave my trembling ſides from half a ſcore. 


Te deathleſs conqu'rors, ye chiefs divine, 

Be yours the praiſe, the profit all was mine. 
Quaking beneath th* avenging ſcourge I lay, 
And well nigh dead with horror Ind diſmay; 
To ſave me millions ſought the Stygian ſhore, 
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And Weſer's ſtream ran red with Gallic gore. 
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But thou, o Ferdinand, thou demigod, | 
Whoſe ſword diſarm'd the Pedant of his rod 
No more let high ambition fire thy breaſt, _ 
Secure of endleſs glory thou may'ſt reſt : 
Secure of fame in ages long to come 

For faving Hanover and L * s bum. 


x CorinTa, 
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Höck ye triflers light and vain, 
Wanton, impious, and profane. 
Hence ye wretched ſlaves of ſtate, 

Ye vainly rich, ye idly great ; 

Hence with ſacred awe remove, 

Nor dare pollute the name of we 


From thee, 0 * pure nt flow, 
Such as the bleſt immortals know. 


Inhabitant of heav*n's abode, 

Friend of Angels and of God 

*Tis thine to wake the Seraph's fire, 

And gladden the celeſtial choir | 
And, while around the throne they ſing, , 


Thy praiſes tune each golden _ 
„ Feat. * 
C Bleſt 


[ 10 ] 


Bleſt is the man poſſeſs'd of thee, 
From each enſlaving paſſion free. 
No doubts diſturb his quiet ſoul, 
Nor terrors vex, no fears controul. 
Thy pow'rful in fluenee can aſſuage 
The tumults of forbidden rage; 


Nor fails thy gentle voice to quell 

The fierce attacks of ſin and hell. 
Patient and reſign'd he goes 

Through this dreary vale of woes ; 
And, if by Heav'n conſtrain'd to brave 
The threats of fortune's fickle wave, 
Firm and intrepid he remains, 

While anchor hope his ſoul ſuſtains, 
And faith directs his mental eye 

Up to his haven in the ſky. 


Nor are thy heav'nly gifts config'd 
Alone to thy poſſeſſor's mind: 
The ſons of poverty and grief 

From him draw comfort and relief. 
Piteous he hears the orphan's moan, 
And echoes back the widow's groan. 


T 21 7 
Senſible of human woes, | 

God himſelf thine influence knows. 
Witneſs, that amazing plan 
Form'd to ſave rebellious man. 
Witneſs the precious ſtreams that flow'd 
Copious from th' expiring God. 
All that the ſacred Three in One 
Have ſuffer'd for mankind, or done, 
Conſpires beyond reply to prove 
That God himſelf is perfect Love. 


Smiling concord, gentle peace, 
(Sweet inmate of immortal bliſs) 
The pious will, the lib'ral mind, 
Open, artleſs, unconfin'd ; 

Fair liberty of race divine, 

Who owns no other chain but thine ; 
Friendſhip and ſpotleſs purity, 

All obedient wait on thee ! | 


Then hither come, thou heav'nly gueſt, 
Reſide within my peaceful breaſt, 


Since thou alone, unmoy'd and ſure, 
Shalt to eternity endure, 
When, inta endleſs chaos hurl'd, 
Fierce flames ſhall melt the frighted world, 
C 2 Then 
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Then thou, unalter'd and ſerene, 10 {dna 
With joy ſhalt view the horrid ſcene. 
When faith in viſion loſt ſhall die, 
And hope abſorb'd in certainty, 
Then thou ſhalt rule the worlds above, 
And all be purity and love. 


N Te 


* * 


The TEMP ES T. * 


ARK! how loud along the ſkies 

The deſolating tempeſt flies. 
Roars the thunder, howls the blaſt, 
Surely nature groans her laſt ! 
The tall oaks on the mountain's brow 
Crouch to the blaſt, and reel, and bow ; 
Till, tymblifg down his craggy ſide, 
They ſcatter feay and ruin wide! 


The black rock, torn from yonder ſteep, 


With horrid daſh diſturbs the deep. 
See, ſee! the ſkies, the mountains fall, 
And whelm me in their ruins ! — 
Where ſhall I fly ?=—amaz'd ITaid, 


Where ſhall I hide my helpleſs head ? 
When lo! a friendly cave I ſpy'd, 


Beneath th' impending mountain's fide ; 
Hither with trembling haſte I ſtole, 

And heard, while horror froze my ſoul, 
Conflicting tempeſts rave at large, 

And thunders ſound the dreadful charge ! 


- Etat. 14. 


Can 


[4] 
Can I my riſing joy forget, 
When, iſſuing from the cloſe retreat, 


I ſaw the clouds diſorder'd fly, 
And Sol in triumph mount: the ſky ? 


Thus might my weary, reſtleſs mind 
Some ſilent, ſafe retirement find ; 
Where calm content would deign to ſpread 
Her guardian pinions o'er my head ; 
Then let winds blow, and tempeſts roar, 
Fortune, I'd fear thy rage no more! 
Fantaſtic pow'r ! with dauntleſs eye 
I'd ſee thy fierceſt light 'nings fly; 
Sweet peace ſhould calm my fluttering ſoul, 
Till thy ſpent thunders ceas'd to roll! 


Downwards I'd caſt a pitying eye 
On the world's vot'ries, and deſcry 
- The covetous, th' ambitious crew, | 
Who phantam ſhapes of bliſs purſue 
Through erring paths, unſure and blind; 
And mark, with calm unruffled mind, 
Their ſubtil ſchemes in vapour loſt, 
Their hopes in fortune's tempeſt toſt; 
Their airy caſtles of renown, 
With hideous ruin tumbling down! 


But, 


E 
But, far from my contented cell 
Fly av'rice, pois nous imp of hell 
Ambition with thy train remove, 
Avaunt, thou curs'd tormentor, love ! 
Cloud not the ſun-ſhine in my breaſt, 
Nor dare to wreck my ſacred reſt ! 


Thus, ſcreen'd from all the ills of life, 
From ev'ry care, from ev'ry ſtrife, 
Fly my ſoft hours, ſerene and free, 
Till death (no king of fears to me) 
Shall wara me to that happier ſhore 
Where ſtorms and tempeſts are no more; 
Where eadleſs joy's diffuſive ray 
Supplies the everlaſtiag day, 
And reigns eternally ſerene, 
With not a cloud to ſhade the ſcene ! 
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Part of the Idyllium of Moſchus, on the Death 
of Bion, imitated. * 

Ucilian muſe, begin the ſtrain of woe, 

And let the verſe in mournful tenor flow. 


Sweet Philomel, who from the bloomy ſpray 
Art wafbling to the night thy plaintive lay, 
Oh ! tell to Arethuſa's wand'ring wave, 

That youthful Bion fills a timeleſs grave; 
Tell her, with him the tuneful art is dead, 
Tell her, the Doric muſe has wept and fleck! 


Sicilian muſe begin the ſtrain of woe, 

And let the verſe in mournful tenor flow. 

No longer he of herds and paſtures ſings,” 
No longer ſoars aloft on fancy's wings. > 

No more, beneath the hollow oak reclin'd, 
Soothes the ſoft tumults of a loveſick mind. 
His ſongs are now addreſs'd to Pluto's ear, 
And liff'ning furies ſoften as they hear. 
Theſe hills are filent—his deſerted flock, 
"Unfed, expatiate o'er the moſſy rock. 

Etat. 14. 
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And let the verſe in mournful tenor flow. 


Thy tutor Phœbus wept upon thy tomb, 
The ſighing muſes wail'd their fav'rite's doom; 
Silenus groan'd ; the ſatyrs mourn'd around, 
And echo fad return'd the woeful found: 
Who muſt no more repeat thy tuneful ſtrains” 
To cavern'd rocks, or to the liſt ning plains, 
Ev'n ſympathiſing flow'rs their, heads decline, 
And fade the purple cluſters on the vine. 


Sicilian muſe begin the ſtrain of woe, 
And let the verſe in mournful tenor flow. 


Lamented bard}: the ſhepherd tribe are mute, 


Nor dares a ſwain to breathe thy tuneful flute. 


Ev'n Pan himſelf muſt that great taſk decline, 
His ſweeteſt muſic was excell'd. by thine. 


Fair Galatea weeps thy piteous fate, 
Who oft attentive to thy muſic Mate, 
Or on the beach, or on the upland plain, 
Or rais'd her fair locks from the azure main, 
Charm'd into rapture by thy heavn'ly ſtrain. 
Now heedleſs of the fea ſhe roves at large, 
And tends along the ſhore thy ficecy charge. 


Sici- 
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Sicilian muſe begin the ſtrain of woe, 
And let the verſe in mournful tenor flow. 


For thee ſad Cupid heaves the ſwelling ſigh, 
Beats his ſoft breaſt, and drowns his melting eye. 
Leans on thy tomb, and with officious hand 
Inſcribes thy praiſes on the yielding ſand, 

For thee the Paphian Goddeſs rends her hair, 
As when Adonis call'd forth ev'ry tear: 
When by his ſide ſhe lay, and fondly preſs'd 
His pallid lips, and ſunk upon his breaſt. 


Sicilian muſe begin the ſtrain of woe, 
And let the verſe in mournful tenor flow. 


Thee the proud cities of the world deplore, 
With ecſtaſies of grief unknown before. 
Not thus did Aſcra weep o'er Heſiod's bier, 
Nor Thebes ſo freely pour'd the melting tear 
On Pindar's duſt. Not thus did Leſbos wail, 
When, ſtruck by fate, the bold Alczus fell, 
Nor Sappho's doom fincerer grief could move, 
Fair hapleſs victim of deſpairing love 


Sicilian miſe begin the ſtrain of woe, 
And let the verſe in mournful tenor flow. | 
D 2 When 
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When wintry blaſts compel the ha to ſhed 

The painted honours of her fragrant head; 

When in her od'rous bed the vi'let dies, 

Or lilies fade beneath inclement ſkies; 

Short is their death—awhile they ſtand diſgrac'd, 
The bare ſtalk quiv'ring in the wintry blaſt : 

But ſoon the vernal ſun their life renews, 

Calls forth their balmy ſweets and all their various 
| hues, hx 

But, man, alas ! tho' great, good, wiſe, and brave, 
Ne'er wakes from the long ſlumber of the grave. 
This hapleſs Bion finds, the pois'nous boa 
Drove from her lovely ſeat his youthful ſoul. 

Say, by what miracle, dear poet, ſay, 

The treach'rous juice on Bion's life could prey? 
Why did not thoſe dear lips, for ever fraught. 
With heav'nly ſweetneſs, change the ranc'rous draught 
To fragrant Nectar But the Gods have ſhed 
Diſtinguiſh'd vengeance on his ruthleſs head, 
Who to thy ſoft lips gave th' invenom'd bowl, 
Nor felt thy magic lay diſarm his vengeful ſoul, 


Sicilian muſe begin the ſtrain of woe, 
And let the verſe in mournful tenor flow. 


{ Oh 
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Oh! court Perſephone's inchanted ear. 
Perſephone with joy thy ſong ſhall hear ; | 
For erſt ſhe ſported on Sicilia's plain, 
And to the pipe attun'd her Doric ſtrain. 


Ah! could I, like the Thracian bard, explore 
The dark receſſes of the Stygian ſhore ; 
| Deep to th* infernal gloom I'd bend my way, 
Eager again to hear thy tuneful lay. 
But could I, matchleſs poet, could I vie 
With thy ſoft reed in ruſtic harmony ; 
Glad to the ſable courts would I deſcend, 
Hell ſhould applaud my ſong, and give nie back my 
friend. | 


Plato- 
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Platoniſm Refuted. 


5 A TAL E. 


H E bands are ſacred and divine, 

Which knit my inmoſt ſoul to thine 
So faſt that we ſhall ſtill be join'd, 
When death ſhall free my ſoaring mind. 
For doubly, trebly bound thou art, 
. To all the fibres of my heart; 
Grafted on all my thoughts, impreſt 
On each affection in my breaſt. 


Sing I in joy, or ſigh in woe? 

From thee thoſe griefs or pleaſures flow. 
Pant I with fear, or ſwell with hope ? 
Thou art their author and their ſcope. 
And, if I burn in ſoft deſire, | 

None but thyſelf can raiſe the fire. 


So pure,—but yet ſo firm a love, 
Nor ſpace nor matter can remove; 


Etat. 16. 
a 


l 


Nor guilt can ſtain, nor fear can hide, 


And hence—believe me, ſhouldſt thou go 
O'er Scythian mountains capp'd with ſnow, 
| Or ſearch Cafraria's diſtant land, 
: Or tread Arabia's. ſcorching ſand; 
Tho* thy advent'rous bark ſhould roll 
Beyond the Equator, or the Pole; 
Beneath the Pole, beneath the Line, 
My ſpirit ſtill ſhould; mix with thine ; 
Our ſouls, as caſt in one fine mould, 
From diſtant worlds ſhould converſe hold, 
Still ſhould our minds united be, | f 
And I ſhould ſtill. be loſt in thee. 9 
Thus, with Platonic rapture fir'd, 
I chatter'd, as the muſe inſpir'd, 
| To my lov'd Nancy, as we ſtray'd, 
At noon, beneath the well known ſhade. 


Methinks, cry'd ſhe, too far we roam, 
The day advancing calls me home. 
Some choſen friends, at cloſe of day, 
Require my preſence at the play . 


Alas 
2 
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Alas! faid I, tis fortune's joy 3 69 
My richeſt pleaſures to deſtroy ; | l 
How long muſt I your abſence moan, 

And ſigh the wretched hours alone ? 


Alone! replies the laughing fair, 
Cannot your mind attend me there ? 


My body would attend you too, 2 - 
Vex'd, I rejoin'd, but well you know, "a 

My pious mother's rigid frown | 
Bars me theſe frolics of the town. 


Surely, cry'd ſhe, thy love, ſo pure, 
An ev'ning's abſence may endure ; 
For what is abſence to a mind, 
So pure, ſo firm, and ſo refin'd ? 
This inſult ſtung Franciſco ſore ; 
Glad to recant his former lore, 
Pardon, ſaid he, in humble ftrain, 
The whims of a poetic brain ; 
Nor blame your ſlave, but his mad muſe, 
For I, be ſure, would rather chuſe, 
As uſual, in theſe ſhades reclin'd, 
To ſoothe my fond, my love-ſick mind, 
\ Or 


- / 
8 —_ 
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Or idle tales for kiſſes barter, 

Or ſteal thy glove, thy ring, thy garter *, 
Then, aided by the pow'rs of fancy, 
Ts commune with an abſent Nancy, 
Or hold an intercourſe of ſoul 

Beyond th' Equator or the Pole. 

And tho* I muſt adore thy mind, 
While thus indulgent, free and kind, 
If corp'ral preſence is deny'd, 

I cannot ſo be ſatisfy'd. 


Well then, ſhe cry'd, and eas'd my fright, 
I go not to the play to-night. 

But, hark ye, Sir, *tis pn this ſcore, 
That I ſhall hear ſuch cant no more; 

And that hereafter you diſcloſe 

Your ſimple mind in honeſt proſe. 


Franciſco bow'd in height of bliſs, 
And ſeal'd the bargain with a kiſs. 


* — - Pinus direptum lacertis 
ae digs tacks Far, 


Epiſtle to the Krb Honourable Lord ##* 
from Nortolk, 33 1766. 


OR thee, whoſe lov d memorial time nor 88 
Tears from my thoughts, whatever ſcene thou 

grace, 97 f 1 

Whether on Avon's rocky ſhore you ſtray, 

Or in the ſultry town conſume the day, 

With the rough bluntneſs of a Norfolk ſwain, 

Mid ruſtic ſcenes I pen a ruſtic ſtrain. 

To thee, without reſtraint, I tune- my lay, 

Tho? weak and artleſs, be the rude eſſay; 

The friend, whoſe gen'rous candor can excuſe 

The poet's faults, will ſure acquit the muſe. | 

Scarce to an abſent friend I ſeem to write, 

Tho* many a league debar me from thy ſight : 

Tho? nature's whim diverſifies our ſcene, 

And mountains riſe, and rivers roll between. 

Thy image ſtill I view; and frequent hear 

Thy voice of friendſhip warbling in my ear. 


Etat. 18. 
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Ev'n as our rough forefathers paſs'd the day, 
So wears your humble friend his hours away. 
Rous'd by the breezy morning's earlieſt beatn, 
My active limbs divide the limpid ftream ; 


Hence briſker tides of blood my members warm, 


Fluſh my red cheek, and ſtring my nervous arm. 


Now eager poſting o'er the furzy heath, 

I load the fatal gun with leaden death : 

The rav*nous her'n receives the fiery wound, 
And the fierce kite falls flutt'ring to the ground. 


Now, the bright jav'lin glitt'ring iff my hand, 
My dogs attend me o'er the marſhy land ; 
And, where the cryſtal wave divides the mead, 
Rouſe the fierce otter from his ruſhy bed. 


In vain he growls, and caſts his foam around, 
In yain he dives to ſhun my certain wound : 
My ſpear purfues kim thro? the parted tides, 


Bores his tough skin, and galls his bleeding ſides : 


Riſing he blots with gore the wat'ry plain, 
And floats a breathleſs carcaſe to the main. 


E 2 Oft 


1 


Oft on the glebe with eager eyes I ſtand, 
And peeviſh blame the tardy reaper's hand; | 
When from the ſheaves the ſpacious fields are clear, 
The fox, the treach'rous fox, my hounds ſhall tear : 
No murders then the peaceful rooſt ſhall ſtain, 

Nor ſcolding houſewife mourn her turkies lain. 


Now to the ſun's meridian heat I yield, 

Seek the thick ſhade, and fly the open field. 
All penſive muſing in the gloomy grove, 

I breathe the tender ſigh of abſent love: 

I fing the nymph, I mourn her diſtant charms, 
For three long miles divide her from my arms. 
Anon, recov'ring, the vile cant deteſt, 

And drive th* unmanly ſoftneſs from my breaſt. 


Here ſtretch'd at caſe delighted I peruſe 

The manly labours of the Mantuan muſe ; 
Or warm my ſoul with Pindar's noble fire, 

Or liſten to the ſoft Horatian lyre. 

Full oft an Williams and Maria's bier 

Thy plaintive ſong bids drop the melting tear. 
Yet check, O fioble bard, the riſing ſigh, 
Let fancy trace their flight to worlds on high ; 


s 
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See there how bleſt in endleſs love they reign, 

% O happy chiefs of Sutherland's domain 

Sometimes at friendſhip's hoſpitable call, 

In jocund crowds we throng the ſocial hall : 

All, courteous, join to hail their weſtern gueſt, - 

They trip the ſprightly dance, and ſpread the a 
feaſt, 


Yet here, tho' gaiety and pleaſure reign, 

The muſes frown not on this humble plain. 
Full many a friend I meet, of lib'ral mind, 
By ſchools inſtructed, and by courts refin'd. 
Full many a friend who flies life's buſier ſcene, 
Seeks learned caſe, and looks for bliſs within. 


Sweet are theſe joys—yet, oh ! each fleeting day 
(With grief I own) ſteals unimprov'd away. 

How mean the youth who thus his prime miſ-ſpends, 
Falſe to himſelf, his country and his friends. 

Long has my boſom burn'd for martial fame, 

And thy kind voice has fann'd the riſing flame 

And ſtill I hope the long-ſought period near, 

Yet, e're the cloſe of this declining year, 


„The noble Lord to whant this epiſte was written wrote en 
elegy on the death of the Earl and Counteſs of Sutherland in | 

which was this laſt line, O happy chiefs, &c, 

c The author was waiting 1mpatiently, at this time, to pur- 
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H ! who ſhall declare my diftreſs ? 
Shall I call for the aid of the Nine ? 

Nor they nor their God can expreſs 
An anguiſh ſo cutting as mine 
Have my eyes not diſcover'd my woe? 
Or are her's to their language ſo blind ? 
Nay—looks are too feeble to ſhew 
The cruel deſpair of my mind ! 


H. 


Stern nature, to blaſt my repoſe, 

And baniſh all hopes of my eaſe, 

No charm on my perſon beſtows, 

Nor aught on my form that can pleaſe: 
While fate's unrelenting decree 

To deepen my miſery ſtrove, 

By giving me eyes that could ſee, 

By giving an heart that could love. 


tat. 19. 


[ 3 


III. 


| — ſoon ſhall ſhe quit the gay ſen — 
Sing poets in fanciful lay, 

How her abſence has darken'd the plain, 
How the ſhrubs and the flow'rets decay : 
How the ſweet guſhing riv'let is dry, 

That murmur'd fo ſoftly along 


And I too will join you—but I Ly 
Will give truth to the fabulous ſong. 


IV. 


For, ah ! with what truth may I ſing 
How the flow'r of my hope is decay d: 
And how, in life's earlieſt ſpring, 

My bloſſoms of happineſs fade! 

And how the ſweet fountains of joy, 
That water'd my fancy all o'er, 

Thoſe fountains, eternally dry, 2, 
Shall flow, and ſhall murmur no more ! 


ES — . my 1 heart will us a 
| My tears at large ſhall flow : 
My pen, at leaſt, my pain ſhall ſpeak, 
And vent my hopeleſs woe. 


. 
UnpraQtis'd in the tender art 
By ſighs my pain to prove, 


To bid my eyes explain my heart, 
Or lips reveal my love: 


1. 


Yet let my artleſs pen declare 
What awe forbids my tongue; 
And thou fair * * * * ® deign to hear, 
If not reward my ſong. 


Etat. 19. 


F 
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Why ſhould I write what all muſt know, 
That thou art good and fair? 
Short is the language of my woe: 


—1 love — and I deſpair. 


* 
e557 Ver; 


If yet, beyond my hopes, thou deign 
My paſſion to repay ; _ 

What joy ſhall ſwell my raptur'd ſtrain | 
What love inſpire the lay! 


VE 


If not — let others whine or weep, 

yu expreſs their ſhallow woe ; 

Silent my griefs (for, oh they're deep) 
Like mighty ſtreams ſhall flow. 


vn. Far 
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Far to the toilſome fields of fame 

See me reſoly'd to rove 
The voice of war ſhall drown thy name, 
And danger ſtifle loye. 


VIII, : 


I haſte in bloody fight to face 
Britannia's fierceſt foe ;, 
To war with Gallia's crafty race, 

Or tempt the Indian's bow. 


"3 


Ix. 
Yet ſtiff remains one bitter thought, 


| — When fame aloud ſhall tell 
How fierce thy faithful“ * * * *® fought, 


How torn with wounds he fell; 


[ 36 1 
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1 One tear may dim that lovely eye, 030% e 
Which firſt my ſoul could move; © © 


That heart may heave one painful ſigh, N 
Which now diſdains my love. 28 
PIN- 4 
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4: PINDARICS-—— on the Death of 
7 F. Cheyne, Eq; of Widcombe, December 
6, 166.555 0 th gh) 
| HEN the vain rich, or haughty great,” 
Obey th' imperious call of fate, 
The ſable ſtole is bid to flow 
In all the pageantry of woe; 
And o'er his herſe the lofty plume 
Slow nodding frowns a diſmal gloom, 
Perhaps ſome rhyming ſycophant eſſays 
A venal ſonnet in his patron's praiſe. 
But there the mimic ſorrows end, 
For no diſtreſs'd, no faithful friend I 
Pours genuine grief from his full-flowing eye, 
Cold is the languid moan, and unſincere the ſigh. 
* 
Far other rites attend the grave 
Where Cheyne ſlegps, the good, the brave, 
The friend of human kind : az ö 
We pay what forms to grief we owe, - | | | 
But forms can ill deſcribe the woe | 
That tears each feeling mind, 
© Fiat. 19. 
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For him the crippled Lazar pines, 


And on his crutch ſuſtain'd inclines — — 


Oer the ſad ſpot where Cheyne's aſhes reſt, 1 
o 
Which to his corpſe a nobler ointment prove, 


Than all the fragrant gums of Saba's ſpicy grove. 


But draw, O muſe, the veil | 
(Or thy deſcriptive pow'rs muſt fail 


O'er the ſad ſcene of Marian's tears, 
Marian, ſupport of his declining years. 
Not loud and frantic in her woe, 
Silent and calm her forrows flow 3 
She mourns, all tender, yet ſubmiſ: 
And death's keen hand, which raviſh'd all her bliſs, 
Prunes but the wings of her impatient love, 
Thoſe wings on which ſhe ſoon ſhall foar 
To yonder ſtarry worlds above, 
To meet her long-lov'd Lord !—to meet and part no 
more ! 
| "—_ 
On his lamented bier 
Each virtue drops a tear. 
But chief ſweet Charity, with tender moan, 


Deſpairs to find ſo true, ſa dear a ſon ! 
h Reli- 
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- Religion ſighs — then caſts on high 
Her lofty penetrating eye; 
And tracks her fav'rite Cheyne”s flight 
Up to the bliſsful» gates of light, 
And thither pointing ſeems to ſay, 
"<< Surviving mortals, matk bis way ” + ©, 
Such are the tears the good muſt ſhed 
Over the ſoft, the fragrant bed, 
Where his Iov'd relics reſt ! | 
| \ bn. 
Such are the triumphs thoſe above proclaim, a 
While wond'ring Angels, dwelling on his name, | 
Mid thouſand ecchoing harps enroll him with the bleft? 
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1 O D E to the Hon. T. Erſkine. 
1 
„ Bath, Jan. 11, 1766-7. 
N Tube Ground covered with now. 
| 


Attempted in the Manner of Honace:® 


HILE now | mile "Alena from * north, 
Leads his embattled tempeſts forth, 
And o'er theſe mountains barren heads 
Awful his argent banner ſpreads ; 3 
My muſe attempts the friendly lay, 
Whom not leſs lively tranſports move, 
Than when bright ſpring's ſereneſt ray 
Paints the glad field, and gilds the grove. 
II. 
No chilling penury, my friend, 
Freezes our veins, or damps our ſong. 
To us the flocks their warmeſt fleeces lend, 
The blazing hearth invites our ſocial throng. 
For us enliv*ning Bacchus pours | 
From the full cask his gen'rous ſtores ; 
While, lib'ral of her choiceſt hoard, 
«Plenty (how partial ) crowns our feſtive board. 
tat. 19. 


III. How 


— III. 


How then, my friend, ſhall we improve 4 

The bliſs which heav'n vouchſafes to lend? 
By warm benevolence, by ſocial love, 

The joy thou would'ſt increaſe, extend. 

Let then our overflowing bowl 

| Refreſh the cold, the needy ſoul. 

Let our ſuperfluous faggot blaze, 

Where winter chills, and famine preys. 

So ſhall our hearth more chearful burn, 

Our wine to richeſt Nectar turn; 

And bleak December's gloomieſt day 

Shall ſmile more ſweetly than the blooming May. 


4 
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The NORFOLKE TrURNIP PE. 
A dene f A 1 B. 


O ME countyes vaunte themſelves in pyes, 
And ſome in meate excelle; 
For turnippes of enormous ſize 


Faire Norfolke beares the belle. 


=. 
Thilke tale an olde nurſe tolde to me, 
Which I relate to you 
And well I weene what nurſes ſay, 
Is ſacred all and true. 


III. . 
At midnighte boure a bardie knighte 
Was pricking + o'er the ley 1 ; 
The ſtarres and moone had loſte their lighte, 


And hee had loſte his waye. 
tat. 19. | 
+ Riding t Meadow-ground. 


The 


* 
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IV. 


= The winde full loude and ſharpe did blowe, 
The clouds amaine did poure, | 
And ſuch a night, as ſtoryes ſhewe, 
| Was nivir ſeene before. 


Var? 


In vaine hee ſoughte full halfe the nighte, 
Ne ſhelter colde hee ſpie: | 

Pitie it were ſo bolde a knighte 
Y-ſterv'd with cold ſholde dye. 


VIX 


Now voices ſtraunge aſſaile his eare, 
And yet ne houſe was nie: 

Thoughte hee, the Devil himſelfe is here, 
Preſerve me God on hie! 


VII. 


Then ſummon'd hee his courage hie, 
And thus aloud 'gan call; 
Fays, gyauntes, demons, come not nie, 


For I defye you all ! 
* G 2 VIII. When 
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VIII. 
When from a hollow turnippe neare 
Out jump'd a living wighte; 
With friendly voice, and accent cleare, 
He thus addreſs'd the knight. 


IX. 
Sir knighte, ne demon dwelleth here, 
Ne gyaunte keepes his houſe; 


But tway poor drovers, goodman Vere, 
And honeſt Robin Rouſe. 


xX 

We tweyne have taken ſhelter here, 

- With oxen ninety-t wo 

And if you'll enter, nivir feare, 
There's roome enough for you. 
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I. 


| HEN firſt, in Fate's malignant hour, N 


I view'd thy form and felt its pow'r, 
Hopeleſs in ſighs, I-pent the day, 
And greg the fleepleſs night away. 
. EE 
From awful love's acuter ſmart Sand 
Thy lively converſe eas'd my heatt : 
Chain'd with leſs rigor than before, 


I fear'd thee leſs, but _loy'd thee more. 
8 . 


5 . - — * 
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1 9 — III. RE 
When, with licentious boldneſs fir'd, 
* 1 
1 dard to chaſg hat 1 admir'd ; 
- , Dar'd round th neck my arms to twine, 
And preſs thy y lips to mine; 
| 3 
Then through my ſoul ſharp poiſon ran, 
Tas then my keeneſt pangs began; 
Since — by the dang'rous bliſs half Hain, 
1 drag a life of ceaſeleſs pain. 


+ Etat. 19, 


| Sr 


Ah! 


-- 
| 


Cf 
Nt V. 
| | 2 Au not, cruel as thou art, 
f 12 ART leave not thus my mangled heart; 
| | 1 | Grant, to the ſorrows 1 endure, | 
[þ | 4 . By ſpeedy death, a ſpeedy cure; 
Wl! Repeat che fatal, dear delight, 
F | Þ Give one kiſs more — dj . me quite. 


* * 
W © FF», — 1 
. — «4 
: - 
1 7 . g — 4 ® - 4 
: ' . — —— — - 
1 | 
14 
14 
| | | 
* Dot . A. 3's \ 4 
4 tg Son 
| g———=, 


— 
_ 


* 


— —— r — 
— .. — —— — = 
— * = - 


- — — — EE EE EE ECT — — —— — 
= * ©». — 
* 


— 
0 „N. 3 
— — — — \ 
— —U—U— -. — - 
_— 
* 


— — 
— 
— 
1 
9 
- 


= 


4x58 


JANUARY. * 


I, 
TE RN leader of the various year, 
Awful and dark thy looks appear. 
The hoary froſt, the driving ſtorm 
By turns thy ſhort, thy cheerleſs days deform : 
While through the long, the dreary night 
Rough Boreas ſcatters. wild affright 
Loud-howling through the leafleſs wood, 
Or ſcourging into rage the roaring flood. 


II, 
| Yet mildly careful to aſſwage 
The furious ſtorm's licentious rage 
And ſtudious with a gracious victor's care 
The war's wild havoc to repair, 

Thou bid'ſt ; and ſtrait deſcending ſnow 
(Wherein the latent fires benignant glow) | 
Foſters the tender plants, and ſpreads 
Its guardian mantle o'er their, infant heads. 


tat. 19. 
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III. y 


| 

| 
b ; } | With joyous ſong, and ſprightly dance, 
We greet thy lov'd approach : For in thy train 


To deck with light the ſkies, with flow'rs the plain. 


1 A troop of laughing months advance, 
Bolt: Do Thou, with kind, paternal hand 
1 | | Lead gently on the ſmiling band: 
i4 . So ſhall the grateful Earth thy name revere, 
| | | And hail Thee, Father of the new-born Year. 
| | | 


4 | 4 FEBRU- 


X 9. 
v7 
13 
1 * 
113 
* 
| | | 
nv | 
1 2 
1 


— 


a 
þ © 


= 


— 
I DA 


1 


[ 49 ] 


FEBRUARY *, 


I. 
T length ſerener ſkies and warmer ſhow'rs 
Proclaim the Winter's finiſh'd reign ; 

And Spring's ſoft breath, from Aſia's diſtant bow'rs, 
Blows faintly o'er th* enliven'd plain, | 
Oh! born to bid the madding tempeſt ceaſe, | 
Thy ſmiles we welcome from afar, * 

Like the ſoft ſteps of healing peace, 
Smoothing the Fugged path of wide - deſtructive war. 


II. 

Trembling and cautious of the recent ſtorm, 

The trees their infant foliage half diſplay ; 
The bolder Crocus his refulgent form 

Joyful expands to meet the vernal ray, 
Soft o'er the tender ſhoots ye breezes blow, 
Light fall the froſt, and light the flaky ſnow : 
Spare the young bloſſoms, nor with rage ſevere, 

Deſtroy the ſwelling hopes of the reviving year. 


Etat. 19. 


H Thee, 


1 L 3 1] 
i" 1 13 
1 q © Thee, lovely harbinger of Spring, 
F 1 | | | Joyous, let all creation ſing: 
1 | f fi To me thou ſeem'ſt divinely dreſt, 
[ | 11 Array'd in more than heav*nly charms : 
3 1 | Bleſt be the month, for ever bleſt, 
'F That bears me to my Delia's arms! 
| | On Avon's bank, with mildeſt ray, 
C | | | Oh ! uſher in that happy day ! 
| [ | So, midſt the ſeaſons of the various year, 
Þ { 1 Faireſt to my fond eyes ſhalt Thou appear ; _ 
"i | Nor blooming May, with all her flow'rs ſhall be, 
N So ſweet, ſo grateful, as thy ſmile to me! » 
| | * 
[ "AK 
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| I. 
AIL to the month in which the world began, 
Which joyful ſmil'd on new-created man : 
When from JE HOV AH's plaſtic hand 
/ Th' embodied ſeraphs radiant band 
Wrapt in mute awe, with wondering eyes 
Beheld our common Sire majeſtic riſe ; 
While, hovering wide o'er Eden's tufted grove, 
Th' angelic chorus hymn'd creative love 


II. 

Five times the glorious Sire of light 

Commenc'd and clos'd the various day : 
As oft the milder Queen of night 

Walk'd thro” the ſkies her deſtin'd way: 
With borrow'd light and borrow'd force 

Each planet form'd his circling courſe : 
Spontaneous ſprung the flowery train, 

The hills were crown'd with waving wood ; 

With beaſts unnumber'd ſwarm'd the grafly plain, 

With fowl the ſkies, with fiſh the cryſtal flood. 


Etat. 19. 
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The woods, the rocks repeat their mingled lays, 
Th' applauding floods prolong the burſting praiſe ; 
The God, by Nature's general voice confeſt, 
Return'd triumphant to his heav'nly reſt. 
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wi | The ſixth returning morn . 8 

| 81 « Far nobler works of wonder ſhall adorn,” ö 

. | | on Th' Eternal ſaid, when from the fragrant ſod 

; | | | Erect and tall, a lovely creature roſe; 

„ Health on his cheek diffus · d her roſeate dye, 

it | Inthron'd ſat empire on his awful brows, 

q | = Reaſon inform'd his penetrating eye, | \ 

HS And all his mien confeſs'd the Parent GOD! | 
1 1 

bt Stupendous Wiſdom, Grace divine 

: h | And ever-during Pow'r are thine,” 

ſ i it Exclaim'd the heavenly choir : | 
| | Our Father heard :—his pious tongue 
'F Straight caught their animated ſong, 
| His breaſt their zealous fire. 
| 
| 
lj 
"ME 


— a — 
— cc. ad 


m. 
r 
— 


APRIL. 


— 


OO P — ͤ — QQ ⁰˙ oe. —————— ——— Coo 


— — — 
SW 
— oO 


— 


— we. oom—ms WW 
— — - 


— * 
— 1 


- 
0, - SF 
- 3 = 


- _—_—  — = a 
— 


e 


—_— 2 


* 


1 APRIL. 
| I. 
Antaſtic month! How ſhall my doubtful ſong 
| Thy various form aright deſcribe ? 
2 Doſt Thou to Winter's gloomy train belong, 
Or to the ſoft Springs flowery tribe? 
Thy brow when mimic horrors arm, 
When peace deluſive gilds thy ſmile; 
Nor terror ſhall my heart alarm, | 
Nor flattering hope my eaſy faith beguile. 


3 
Behold, my Erſkine, from the recent ſhow'r, 
Ho freſh the tender herbage ſprings ! 
The ſun-beam gliſtens in each humid flow'r, 
The grove with airy muſic rings. 
Bleſt ſcene !—but hark! along the ſkies 
The dark cloud ſcowls, the cold wind roars ; 
Swift through the troubled air the tempeſt flies, 
Loud o'er the cliff the daſhing torrent pours ! 


Etat. 19. 
Thus 
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11 
Thus ſudden are the blaſts which oft deform 
Our airy ſcenes of peace and reſt; . 2 
Thus falſe, thus tranſient are the beams that warm 
With viſionary joy the human breaſt ! 
- Him only wiſe and bleſt we bun. 
Who mocks at Fortune's changeful pow'r; 
Courts not her ſmile, nor deprecates her frown, 


Nor fears, nor hopes beyond the preſent hour. 
ede 
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HE E, lovely month, whoſe joyous birth 


Tranſmits to the reviving earth 
A ray of heaven's eternal ſpring, 
In lays of ecſtaſy we ſing. | 
Whether thy ſoft brow thou infold 
In purple clouds, and orient gold ; 
Or at eve with light foot tread 
O'er the cowflip's dewy bed; 
And down the Weſt hills graceful move, 
Breathing health, and life, and love. 


II, 
Let rapture every thought employ, 
Delia! *tis the month of joy. 
Coy reſerve and cold diſdain 
Vaniſh with November's rain : 
Let love diſſolve them like the ſnow 
That binds December's hoary brow. 
Caprice and light inconſtancy, 
With fickle April bid them fly! 
And Thou like May ſhalt graceful move, 
Breathing health, and life, and love. 


* Etat. 19. 
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80 ſhall unfading Joy adorn 
The cheek of each returning morn : 


Joy, with unremitting rays, 
Through th' unclouded noon ſhall blaze; 
Ev'ning's breath ſhall joy exhale, 2 
From ev'ry flow'r, in ev'ry gale: 

And Thou till death ſhalt graceful move, 
Breathing health, and life, and love. 
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L : 
Al 15 to my 1 e although he — 
Whirlwinds and tempeſts on his tattling wings; 
Though fierce he rears his warlike brow, 
Creſted with iron froſt, and plum'd with fleecy ſnow. 
The terrors of his wintry face 
Congeal with fear the rapid flood, | 
While fierce he ſtalks with haughty pace, 
Trampling the ſcatter'd honours of the wood. 


IL. 
Say, ye dread rulers of events below, 
Who portion out our lots of bliſs and woe, 
Why frown'd this ruthleſs tyrant of the year 
On my firſt entrance to this gloomy ſphere ? 
Did the fell ſeaſon threat my future hours 
With grief's chill froſt, and ſad affliction's ſhow'rs ? 
Or did his roaring ſtorms forebode a life 
Of martial toil, of rage and hoſtile ſtrife ? 


tat. 19. 
+ The author was born in November. 
| I 
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Let the Me Nine retire ; 
Adicy,” mi Pe aden my lyres * 
Let the ſhriltrumpet's warlike voice 
Make hills Wd rocks rebound the noiſe, | 
. 5 E 
i he-that on the whithwind rice, 225 
And oft the rigid Sbm preſides; = "WY 
* I feel him: here!—byr. fink wo ret, 5 
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Ye warlike tumults of my breaſf, "oP 
Till GEORGE with juſtly-yengeful hand 8 
ba Gallia's falthleſs tore, I r 
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